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pedantic, a row of cookshops, somewhere on the Embank-
ment.
There daily according to season, you may find viands, dishes
roast fried and boiled, fish great and small, the coarser flesh for
the poor, the more delicate for the rich, such as venison and
birds both big and little. If friends, weary with travel, should
of a sudden come to any of the citizens, and it is not their
pleasure to wait fasting till fresh food is brought and cooked,
they hasten to the river bank, and there all things desirable
are ready to their hand. However great the infinitude of
knights or foreigners that enter the city or are about to leave
it, at whatever hour of night or day ... they turn aside
thither .. . and refresh themselves, each according to his own
manner. . . . Now this is a public cookshop, appropriate to
a city and pertaining to the art of civic life.1
Passing eastward to Temple Bar, and by the bridge over the
Fleet River, where there was a little wharf with barges tied
up, unloading stone for the rebuilding of St. Paul's, the
traveller left the countryside behind him, and came at last
into the full swing of the crowded, tumultuous life of the city.
He walked uncomfortably on cobbled streets, which smelt
slightly from the pools of drainage and heaps of refuse thrown
on to them from the windows above, the buildings over-
hanging on each side, so that while the surface of the streets
was narrow, the sky above could be seen only through pale
contracted slits. These houses were wooden, with thatched
roofs, and at least every other one had an open booth on the
ground floor, with wares displayed for sale. Most of these
booths employed runners to beset casual passers-by with
voluble and shrill importunities; and in rooms behind them,
craftsmen were toiling for long hours making the goods for
1 Fitzstephen. op. cit., p. 28.
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